1 


Monſieur Boilcaus 


EPI TAS 


GARDINER. 


FE A Drudging Slave, the happieſt of thy kind, 
„In having juſt a Maſter tothy mind; 
5 Chief of my Twitnam Gardens, Giles, whoſe Sway 

My Honey-ſuckles and my Yews obey; 

Whoſe Genius for the fam'd Quintinian Art, 

Upon my Hedge-rows plays ſo well its part 

Why can't thy Maſter thy own Methods find 

Toclear the Thorns and Brambles of his Mind ; 

And from the Roots, as in thy Garden, tear 

A hundred Faults that grow irregular ! 


But tell me : Let's diſcourſe. Whilſt here you trade, 
From Morn to Night, with Water-pot and Spade; 
Turning a barren Sand to fruitful Soil, 

So paſſive and obedicat to your Toil; 

What is't you ſay, to ſee me rave and ſtare, 

Now low*r my Brow, then tols it in the Air; 

And ſpeak ſuch clatt'ring Words, as fright away 

The tameſt Birds that perch upon the Spray ? 
Don't you ſuſpect ſome Demon works my Breaſt, 
And heaves within me, like a ou poſſeſt; 


As 
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As of French Prophets you may hear Folks tell; 
Or that I read Frier Bacon, or ſome Spell? 


No, GIL ES, you know you've heard the Tenants * 


Your Maſter once was famous for a way 


Of Rhyming on a King, who, for Exploits , . 1 1 FF 1 


And Counſels, foils Great Arthur and his Knights: 
And think he's at it there, along that Walk, 

Juſt ſigning of the Peace that People talk. 

But what then would you fay, ſhould I declate 
That I, this Cæſar's mighty Regilter, 

Am juſt now entring on a quite New Vein, 

And ſtoop to teaze and puzzle here my Brain, 

Only to paint for you, in ſome Rough Draughts, 
An odd Dutch Piece of 7” own frealciſh * 


* ow 1 
You'd ſay, My Maſter has a main repute, I 
And if he pleas'd cou'd talk a Parſon mute: 
But ſure if he were forc'd like me to toil, 


Clip, prune, pale, dig, manure a heartleſs Soil; 
And had theſe Buckets every day in = - 


To hale up Water for a thirſty Sand ; 
He would not fright theſe Linnets dey their Hauars, 
For all theſe idle en he chants. 


G1L Es, In theſe Walks, I ſee then, of us Two 
You think your ſelf have much the moſt to do! 
Oh! How you'd change your Notion and your Style, 
If, free from Sheers and Gard'ning but a while, 
You ftrait turn'd Poet, Genius, Man of Senſe, 
And fell to cultivating Eloquence : 

A Task that Art thro? all Gradations brings, 
And without lowneſs treats of meaneſt things; 
That out of the moſt ſapleſs Shrubs that grow, 
Makes Roſes open, and Carnations blow, 

And in Diſcourſes of the homelieſt Dye, 
Preſerves an Elegance and Dignity ! 

A Work, in ſhort, that juſt in ev'ry part, 
Might pleaſe a Sheffield, win a Granvil's Heart: 
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And gathering as it ſpreads, acquire Renown 
From all the brighteſt Wits of Court and Town: 
Soon you'd, by Choice, this greater Toil give ver, 
All pale, and wan, and ten times Sun-burnt more, 
Than with the rudeſt Labours undergoft before. 
Give me, you'd ſay, my Rake agen and Spade, 

Pd rather ſquare Ten Furlongs at my Trade, 
Than tire my ſelf with clamb'ring up on high, 
To ſeek ſuch ſtrange Hobgoblins in the Sky : 
Put ſuch crabb'd Words together ! I'd as ſoon 
Stand here on Tiptoes and hoe down the Moon. 


Come near then, GiLEs, and let an idle Man 
Teach you the Meaning of Fatogue and Pain. 


Man here below, condemn'd to Fears and Woes, 
Is doom'd to Labour, even in Repoſe; 
Fatigue purſues him even in his Reſt, 
And all the Muſes are but Cheats at beſt : 
They promiſe Eaſe from their refreſhing Glades ; 
Eaſe! Sure the greatel Fiction or their Dilaaes : 
For ſtrait the Numbers, Cadence, and the Rhyme, 
The rich Expreſſion, and the true Sublime, | 
Bewitch our Brains with Charms that ſooth a Vein; ; 
But rack us with unending Search and Pain. 
Here beſt of Poets in their Flights may tire 
Pan may loſe Breath and Pegaſws his Fire: 
And following where theſe flitting Fairies lead, 
Be glad to Reſt beneath ſome Laurel Shade. 


Man's Mind ſometimes its own Vexations pleaſe ; 
And nobly finds Amuſement in Diſeaſe: 
But no Fatigue to me ſo frightful looks, 

As the loath'd Life of Mortal without Books. 
The Man that ne'er improves bis ſtupid Senſe, 
Bur lugs a Clog of ſhameful Indolence ; 


And, dragg'd with Yawnings of his Sloth, goes thro? 


The dreadful Toil, of having nought to do; 
Benumb'd with drowſy Thought, he gropes in vain 
To find Repoſe remote from Noiſe and Pain. 
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This Gap of Life, this gaping Chaſm, lets in 
A num'rous Train of baſe enervate Sin, 
That, ſeizing on Man's Mind, uſurp the Sway, 
And wild Deſires eſcape the ſelf ſame way. 
They wake to Rage lis calm and ſleeping Senſe, 
Make him their Sport, and laugh at his Expence. 
Then ſoon Remorſe comes treading on their heels, 
The Mind's Diſorder, and the Body's Ills ; 
Stone, C olick, Gout, and next to a Diſeaſe 
G-, Gn, G-ad-ll, ſcarce leſs Woes than theſe, - 
Their own Diſtemper make the Wretch endure, 
And fix the Pains they were deſign'd to cure; 
On Bed of Down they make him feel their Stroke; 
Saw ſhagged Rocks, and ſplit the tougheſt Oak. 
- Thus he but envies thy Employ and thee : 


Then own the Truth, GIL ES, and conclude with me, 


That Poverty within an active Breaſt, 

Of Fortitude and Vigilance poſſeſs d, 

In Labour is leſs tir'd, and more at ea _ 
Than lazy Weatun, ava that Senſe eie 
From theſe Conceſſions then I here pretend, 
By Inference, to prove Two Truths— and end · 
Firſt then, That Labour requiſite for all, 
Is not Mankind's Misfortune but his call : 
Next, That no guilty Man enjoys true Reſt; 
And thus the Proof is in few Words expreſs'd. | 
Come, G11 xs— But I perceive this droning Tale 
Sets you already gaping like a Whale: 
Your Eyes are ſhutting, and you drop your Chin ; 
Troth, I'll een drop my Proof, and not begin: 
Beſides, I ſee yon thirſty Melons wait; 
Theſe Flowers too, impatient of their Fate, | 
Inquire into the Cauſes of your Stay ; 
What Fair, what Shew, has taken you away, 
And left them without Water ſuch a while to day, 
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